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smoke of dust, single soldiers were galloping along, on horses
>or in two-wheeled army carts.
" So it's true; they're retreating/' she decided with a
feeling of relief.
Before she reached the porch, somewhere far beyond the
bill gun shots began to sound with a rolling, muffled thunder
and, as though exchanging calls with them, the joyous clash
of bells from the two Vieshenska churches floated across
the river.
On the farther side of the Don the cossacks began to pour
in a dense crowd out of the forest. They dragged barges
along the ground or carried them in their hands towards the
river, to launch them on the water. Standing at the stern,
the rowers vigorously worked their oars. Some three dozen
boats chased one another hurriedly towards the village.
" Natalia, darling! Oh, my dear. . . . Our folk are
coming!" Ilinichna cried, her eyes streaming with tears,
as she ran out of the kitchen.
Natalia seized Mishatka in her arms and raised him high
in the air. Her eyes glittered feverishly, but her voice
broke as she panted:
" Look, darling, you've got sharp eyes. . . . Maybe your
father's among the cossacks. . . , Can you see him ? That
isn't him in the first boat, is it ? Oh, but you're not looking
the right way.. . ."
At the landing-place they met only the emaciated
Pantaleimon Prokoffievich. The old man first inquired
whether the bullocks, the farm property, the grain were all
safe, then burst into tears, and embraced his grandchildren.
^But when, hurrying and limping, he went into his own yard,
he turned pale, fell to his knees, crossed himself with great
sweeps of Ms arm and, bowing low to the east, for a long
time did not raise his grey head from the hot, sunburnt
earth.